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outline. Some of the peaks are almost as white as snow, others
dark brown or rosy pink.
The next day we reached Jask, a collection of mud huts built
on a spit of sand at the extreme point of which is situated a
station of the Anglo-Indian telegraph. Jask is also a stopping-
place on the Imperial Airway route to India and passengers spend
the night in a building near the telegraph station. Malaria is
very prevalent and I can imagine few more dismal spots of exile.
No vegetables will grow there and the few trees that are to be
found are only kept alive by much tending. The one interesting
feature of Jask is that its cows—and there are few—are fed on
sun-dried fish and used telegraph tape. I saw them contentedly
devouring both. Apparently it is the sweetness contained in
the printing ink on the tape that renders it palatable. The dried
fish is moistened and made into a soft mash. Water is scarce
and bad, but the few Europeans at the Telegraph Station collect
the rain off the roofs of their houses into tanks. The one industry
of the place is the catching and drying of a very small fish which
are eventually exported as manure. The smell is strong and
extremely nauseous and the whole place reeks of it. The odour
of a few sacks of this unpleasant product that our steamer took
on board as cargo penetrated even into the cabins below decks.
As we steamed away from Jask the wind rose, blowing vast
clouds of sand seaward from the shore until the land was hidden
behind a curtain of white dust. Westward the sun was just
visible, orange coloured against a lemon sky.
Early the next morning we were at Muskat, having once more
crossed from east to west. It is not until the steamer is in the
inner bay that the town of Muskat is seen, for it lies enclosed
amongst hills and cliffs that almost conceal it except from the
anchorage. Two massive forts perched high above the sea stand
on either side of the strip of beach with its front of buildings*
On the steep cliffs on either side are inscribed, in paint, the names
of a multitude of vessels that have visited Muskat, from large
warships to tiny trading steamers. Seamen have landed and
climbed to apparently inaccessible spots to paint In big letters
the name of their ships. Many inscriptions date from long ago.
It was a motley crowd that swarmed on board the steamer as
soon as our anchor was dropped—Arabs, Indians, Beluchis,
African negroes and mixtures of all those races. The ship's
ladders were jammed by a mass of descending deck passengers,
anxious to get ashore, and a stream of people who seemed still

